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Do They See 


Author's Notes: 


A/N: This fic was done in the span of hours. It was so easy to write it's 
not even funny, started out as a short little response to the challenge 
of using ‘Behind Blue Eyes’, then mutated into a schmoop fest! Lyrics by The Who, | don't own Metallica, or any 


other names mentioned. Thanks to Julie and Lou for helping me with my grammatical errors and craziness! Big 


hugs to both of you! 


NEW A/N: Because of the new rule about song lyrics in fics, | had to remove the lyrics of teh song | used. If 
you want to read the story in its original form with the lyrics feel free to contact me. Thanks. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


We decided to climb up onto my roof and spend the night up here. It's a flat roof so the idea isn't as bad as it 


sounds. | walk to the edge and look over, keeping a fair distance away from the ledge. 
James takes my hand in his and squeezes it gently. | turn my face and smile at him. 
"Don't wanna fall," | say, explaining why | won't move closer. 


"IIl never let you fall, Uli," he says simply. He never has let me fall. Even when life got to the point where it 


was choking me. Suffocating and sucking me dry, | always had him. 
And vice versa. 


James backs away and walks over to the blue lounge chair that we had brought up with us. | look up at the 
clear black sky and smile. With no lights around besides the moon you can see just how beautiful the stars 


are. 


James put his back against the chair and straddles it. | love the view that gives me. It's roughly seventy 
degrees out, and for those of you that don't know, seventy degrees is warm and sticky. With no breeze in the 


air it makes everything you touch feel like its melting. Of course, when | touch him | really do melt. 


He's wearing a white undershirt and a pair of loose cargo shorts. Me? l'm comfy in my black t-shirt and navy 


boxers. 
"Come ‘ere, baby," James says, stretching his arms out to me. 


| take one last look down. it's a long way down. Turning slowly | walk to him. His blue eyes are dancing with a 


look of love and happiness. l'm glad and proud that | am the one that puts that look there everyday. 


| straddle the chair and his legs, but | don't sit down. He looks up at me and grins. God, he's gorgeous. His smile 
alone makes my heart skip a beat, and makes my stomach flip flop. 


| take his chin in my hand and lean down | press my lips ever so softly against his. | like the way his goatee 
feels against my cheek. The light scratching of the whiskers tickles me, but it comforts me as well. 


James brings a hand up to my hip and the other to my cheek. He just rubs his thumb over my dimples as | 
smile into his kiss. | pull away and he intertwines our hands again. Bringing them to his lips he presses a gentle 


kiss to the back of my palm. 


| continue to hold his hand as | turn around. | settle myself on the chair in between his legs, and press my 


back against his chest. He sighs, content, and wraps his other arm around my waist. 


James places a hand under my shirt and strokes my belly gently. It's not a sexual thing, well it can be, but 
that's not why he is doing it. The simple gesture comforts me to no end. It's just soothing and intimate, like 
everything else he does. 


Its beautiful isn't it," | remark, turning my gaze to the millions of stars above us. James smiles and presses 


his lips gently to the back of my head. 

"Amazing," | rest the back of my head against his shoulder and turn so that | can look up at him. | find him 
watching me intently, his eyes telling me everything. Someone wasn't looking at the stars. | blush a little and he 
flashes me his boyish grin. The one that makes everyone from young teens to grown men, weak in the knees. 
‘| like this," | say as | bury my face in the crook of James’ neck. His hair is still wet from the shower we took 
before we came out here. A few drops of water bead down his neck. | press my lips to them making them 


disappear. James moans and closes his eyes. His neck is his most sensitive spot. 


"Like what?" he asks, moving his hand under my shirt. His fingertips travel from my stomach up to my chest 


and back 

"Cuddling under the stars, it's romantic: | smile and kiss his chin, before staring back up at the sky. 
James nods, "I know it is. That's why | suggested it," 

"Sing to me?" 


"Baby, you know you don't have to ask, just name a tune, and l'm your guy." He brings our intertwined hands to 
his lips again. He kisses my palm, then each of my fingers. He let's our hands fall into place on my thigh. 


My thumb caresses his, while my other hand is massaging his thigh. 
"Behind Blue Eyes?" 


"Take it you read that Rolling Stone thing, huh?" James chuckles and the laugher vibrates in his chest and 
against my back. 


"You know me too well; you said it reminded you of you. | haven't heard it in a long time." | shrug and James 
just shakes his head 


"Look at me." 
| look up at him, turning my face towards his. He presses his lips to mine with a little more force than before. 


His tongue licks at my lips and | gladly let him in. After nipping and sucking at my lip he pulls away, and kisses 


my nose. "It doesn't remind me of me anymore. It's who | used to be that | see in that song, not who | am." 


| change my position so that | am lying in his arms on my side. | have one hand holding his, and the other on 


his chest. | take a deep breath and listen to his heartbeat beneath my ear. 
"The things | do for you," he says, squeezing me tightly for a moment before he starts singing. 


As usual, l'm caught off guard by the emotion his voice holds. You would think that | would be used to it after 
so many years, but I'm not. | never tire of the way his voice can make you scream with approval or twist 
your heart to the point of tears. | can hear that he still connects with this song. After hearing the opening 
verse the rest of the lyrics slowly flow to my brain 


No wonder he's connected with this song while growing up. As a kid all he really knew was depression. All he 
knew was that regardless of how hard he tried his father would never accept and never approve. 


His father hated him. That was why | never liked Virgil. | met him only twice and both times | saw what he 
was doing. Trying to score brownie points in case the God he forced onto James as a kid decided to get back at 
him. 


| remember the first time James told me about his mother's death. It wasn't too long after we had met. We 
hit it off right away, and | got the vibe that he wasn't big on sharing his feelings. So when he started to break 


downhis walls and tell me his heart-wrenching tale, | felt like | was there with him. 


He told me he came home after being out with his brother for the day. He bounded up the stairs and went 
into his room. He took a shower and saw his mother's bedroom door open. Slipping on his clothes, he walked into 


his room and grabbed his guitar. He wanted to play the few notes he could of ‘Stairway To Heaven’ for her. 


He said she was lying there like an angel. Her skin was pale and her eyes were closed. He thought she was 
sleeping. He walked closer to the bed and saw her lips were tinted blue. He whispered to her and she didn't 
move. Then he shook her, still she didn't move. She was lifeless. He dropped his cheap acoustic at the side of 
the bed and began crying, begging for her to wake up. 


He heard footsteps and turned to find his father glaring at him. He asked what happened, how long had she 
been dead, why was she dead? What James had needed right then was comfort. He lost his mother, the only 
person he loved and his father had just stared at him and called him a bastard. Saying that if James had 
never been born she would still be alive. James had just stared at him confused, shocked, who knows what else. 
How do you react when you find your mother's lifeless body and the man whose seed created you, blames 


you, and looks at you with disgust. 


Virgil had picked up James’ guitar, and before James could react, he had lifted it over his head and swung it 


across James’ back, shattering the guitar and knocking James down to the floor in agony. 


His father stopped coming around when James' mother became sick five years prior. James didn't see him 


after that day until lb years later. 


"But my dreams, they aren't as empty," James sings softly into my ear, making me smile. 


That was one thing that James always had though. He always had dreams. Big ones too, and luckily enough, | 
worked into them. After we met, it slowly became a reality that maybe, just maybe, the dream wasn't empty. 


The dream was not only real, but we were living it. 


| kiss his shoulder as he continues to serenade me, singing of the lonliness that he used to feel. Not anymore 
though. We still are living the dream. 


He used the love for his mother to get revenge on his father. His father wanted him to be a man of the 
cloth, to practice the religion like he had once done. James' mother, however, was not as strict in her ways. 
James told me that she was kind of..weak. But, that weakness was for the happiness of her son. Late at night 


she would tuck him into bed. Even when he was in his teens she would still do it. 


One night she told him that as soon as he was IB, she wanted him to run. She said she had a little money 
saved and that when he was old enough to go and be happy. She saw what was happening to her son. Day by 
day, James was climbing inside himself, only coming out to grab a guitar or put on a record. Fucking minute by 
minute his father was berating him and sizing him up for failure. But he showed him, didn't he? 


James tightens his grip on me as he sings of blame and | laugh. It's my fault he's tied down now. It's my fault 
that he feels the need to call if he's gonna be ten minutes late. Its my fault that some nights he doesn't get 


to sleep. And he blames me, and | wouldn't have it any other way. 


It was hard for him to admit he was in love with me. For years | knew he loved me. Over the course of a year 
or so we were getting closer and closer to one another. Becoming more physical with one another. More hugs 
after not seeing each other, more friendly pats on the thigh when there was a good joke, more meaningful 


glances. 


Then one day we were in my hotel room. Just taking about nothing in general. We shared one of those sudden 


meaningful glances. | had known what my feelings were and | had accepted them. | told myself | would wait. 
James had tilted his head to the side and laughed. "This is all your fault," he said shaking his head. 

"What is?" 

‘lm in love and you're the one to blame." He was smiling, but | could see the nervousness in his eyes. That's 
when | knew. He looked at me, his blue eyes shifting nervously from my lips to my face, then finally to my 
eyes. "| love you, Lars." And that was that. Ever since then, then end of the Justice tour, we have been an 


item. 


Well, James hasn't always been the best at hiding his anger. Actually, for a lot of years he sucked at it. But I'l 


say this, that man could never let anyone see him hurt. Never would he let someone see him cry. Not even 


me. 


Until one night, | woke up in his bed. He was sitting on the edge and | heard him sobbing. | asked what was 
wrong and he jumped a mile. He said nothing and told me to go back to sleep. The only other time | had seen 


him cry was the first time he opened up to me. | wouldn't leave him alone though. 


| just wrapped my arms around him and told him that whatever it was he could tell me, because | loved him 
and I'd always be there for him. So he told me. Told me how much he missed Cliff, and his mother. Told me 


that he didn't want me to go. He figured he had lost a parent, and a friend, next in line was a lover. 


| just kissed away his tears and promised him it would be okay. Then | made love to him for the first time. We 
had touched, and kissed, but we never got around to lovemaking. And that's exactly what it was. It was making 


love and not letting the pain consume his thoughts anymore. 
We were beautiful together then and we still are. 


Again he sings of the dreams. Thats how everything started, with a dream. We had a dream to be millionaire 
musicians. The bonus was our secret dreams. The ones that granted us the chance to be complete in each 


other's arms. The dream of finding someone to share your life with.. 


As he sings to me, one word stands out. Lonely? Not if | have anything to say about it. | look up at James and 


grin, "Not gonna let you ever be lonely, James." | press a soft kiss to his cheek and he winks at me. 


I've diffused his need to use violence before. Doing just that. Taking his fist into my small hand, | would snake 
my fingers in between his and grip his hand with all | had. He'd look at me and his eyes would soften. I'd pull 
him into a side room or take him outside, anywhere that we could be alone for a minute. He'd press the same 


hand that he wanted to use to injure someone to my face, and sigh. 


I'd just look up at him and say, "Please, don't." Then | would kiss him, and we would go back and he would bite 
back his anger for me. Not because he didn't want to hurt someone, but because he didn't want to hurt me 


by breaking his word. 


One time after Cliff's dead, | caught James trying to swallow some pills. He was totally shit faced and kept 
saying that death came in threes and that he had to break the cycle before he lost me. | asked how many he 
took, mind you, my heart was pounding in my chest and | could barely speak. | don't know what | would have 


done if | lost him.. 


He told me he took enough to stop the pain for good. Seeing as that didn't tell me anything, | took advantage of 
his poor reflexes and stuck a couple of fingers down his throat. He began gagging and started vomiting. | held 
his hair back and rubbed his back, trying to soothe him as he purged the pills and alcohol from his system. 


| remember whispering over and over again, "I'm here, forever and always." | didn't know then just how true 


my words were. 


He sings the final note and a hand comes to rest on my cheek. He wipes away a few of the tears that have 


gathered there. 

"Baby?" he asks. | just look up at him and smile. His gorgeous blue eyes cloud in confusion, so | tell him the 
best way | can. | lean up and kiss him, letting my hand run through his blonde locks that look silver in the 
moonlight. 


"Thank you," | whisper as | stare into his eyes. 


| often wonder what other see in those eyes. Do they see the man that would cry at night when he thought 
no one heard? Or do they see the rock star that had to go to rehab? 


Do they see the boy who had to skip school and go to the doctor, because his father would not let him take 


any aspirin for his swollen ankle? Or do they see the writer who tells stories in his songs? 


Do they see the young teen that | fell in love with? The one that was just as determined as | was. The one 


with emotional scars that could scare the strongest soul? 

Or do they see the singer that sold over 40 million records? 

It doesn't matter what they see. | see the man | love, and the man who loves me. | see his strength and his 
weaknesses, his hopes and his fears. The majority of time | find they are the same as mine. | don't care if 
they see the guitarist and not the gentle overly romantic lover. Because those things are all mine to see, and 
no one else. 

"Lars?" 

"Hmm?" 

"We've been together for a long time" He sounds nervous. 

"Yea, we have." What is he playing at? 

"Lars, baby, it's pretty obvious that we are a part of each other, | jump, you jump kinda thing? | love you, a 
lot, and everyday of my life has been better since the day you came into it. Even when we were kids, you saw 
something in me worth fighting for. | tried to take my own life and you wouldn't let me, you know all my 
secrets and | hope | know all of yours, but there is one thing you don't know." His blue eyes are twinkling as he 


lets go of my hand. 


He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a red velvet box. No, he wouldn't have.. 


‘Lars, we've been together in every possible sense of the word for over 24 years. And | feel like a real fucken 
dick for not giving you this sooner." | take the small box into my hand. I'm shaking like a leaf. 


"Open it," he grins, planting a kiss on my forehead. 

| sit up a little and crack open the box. | open it all the way and clutch my chest. 

"IFs fucking beautiful, James." | look at him, and then back to the box. Lying in between black velvet, is a small 
silver ring. Along the side of it is a wavy vine pattern There is a band of black onyx stone around the whole 

ring. The vine weaves in and out of it. 

| look at James and | can't help but laugh, l'm so excited right now | can barely breathe. 

"Lars Ulrich..We can't legally be married, but that doesn't change the meaning of this ring. Whenever you are 
ready, assuming you want to, we can have a commitment ceremony. | love you with every part of my being. 

And emotionally we've always been married, but | want you to have this right even if you don't want to have 


a ceremony-" 


"Of course | want to!" | wrap my arms around James and kiss him passionately. | can't decide whether to laugh 


or cry so | do a bit of both instead. He sighs and we both begin to laugh like idiots. 


"I have a matching one for myself, so all we have to do is make the date that should have been made forever 


ago!" 


| feel better when | see the tears of joy run down his cheeks as well. I've been waiting a long time to look into 


those blue eyes and say, ‘| do: 


| pull back and James takes the ring from the box. He points to the small inscription on the inside of it. In a 
small beautiful script is one simple word that makes my heart pound harder than it already is. 


rever 
"That's what you are, Uli. You're my forever." 

| want to have something written on yours..Always." 
He starts laughing at me and kisses my forehead. 


"Figured that you would want mine to say that, so | kinda took some liberty and had it in engraved on mine 


already." 


We share a tender kiss and | can't help but think that this truly is a forever relationship. Our bond is forever. 


Our love is for always. 
Taking my hand in his he slides the ring on my finger, perfect fit. 
Just like us. 


END 


